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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

When | was quite young, | read a Ray Bradbury story (that | can't remember the name of) about a time 
traveler who irrevocably and quite horribly altered the entire course of history by accidently stepping on a 
butterfly during a trip to the Jurassic. That idea of "what if?" has haunted me ever since. 


"Living Reflection of a Dream" 


A short story about what could have happened if things had been different.. 


| woke up slumped in the little corner of the bathroom where the alcove meets the sink, the hinge of the 
cabinet jammed into my back My neck was so stiff that | couldn't lift my head from my chest; | finally had to 
use my hands to raise it, one popping, cracking vertebra at a time. That done, | tried to sit up, only to have 


every muscle in my back scream in stiffened agnoy, right in tune with the popping of my spine. 


Shit, | thought, If we make it through this alive, / am going fo make some chiropractor very, very rich, indeed 


Jimmy was lying with his head in my lap, curled up half-on and half-off the rug. He was so still and pale and 
cold that | wasn't entirely sure if he was still alive. 


This wasn't how | thought it was going to be. 


| knew he'd be sick, yeah, but | thought he'd just feel kind of sickish and not quite right for a couple of weeks. | 
didn't think he'd end up huddled in the bathroom, racked with aching chills and drenched in icy sweat, unable to 
even think of trying to make it back to bed because he couldn't stop throwing up. | think this is the first time 
since it started that he's really been asleep. Maybe | was wrong. Maybe we can't hack it. Maybe l'm in totally 
over my head. But something had to happen. Either he was going to die or he was going to go straight - is 
that the right word? | don't know. And right now, | don't really much care. What day is it; anyway, | wondered 
dully, trying to motivate myself to sit up enough to look out the bathroom window and see if it was day or 
night. It really didn't seem to be worth the effort. It also really didn't matter. 


The band's finished. That's what everyone's saying. Even if Bonzo makes it out of the hospital alive, Led Zeppelin 
is history, consigned to the dustbin of rock and roll. MME has already dismissed Jimmy as a fumble-fingered 
junkie whose best years were over before the Yardbirds. All | can think is, if he was a junkie when | met him, 
when we married, and all this time since, from Houses of the Holy onward - damn, if that's true, just imagine 


what he'll do once he gets through this. He'll blow them all out of the water. 


Of course, there's also the corollary - if he's been a junkie since | met him - is he still going to want me 
around when he gets through this? 


so whats Ummy Page really lke, everyone asks. 


It always reminds me of the story of the five blind men trying to describe the elephant. Like the snake and 
the rope, the trunk of the tree and the fan, he's stubborn, intense, driven, fiercely intelligent, sometimes 
manipulative - as well as sweet, caring, gentle, definitely eccentric, sometimes downright loopy, hopelessly 
romantic, everything. Sometimes, even after all these years together, | still can't figure him out, nor can | say 
how | feel about him without sounding like a damn fangirl in love. Apparently it's not cool anymore to publicly 
admit that you're in love with your spouse. Not that I've ever been interested in being cool. Now Jimmy, on 
the other hand, is the very epitome of cool - most of the time. At least until he decides to resurrect those 
nightmarish tartan trousers or worse, a pair of madras shorts. Madras? Shorts? Let's just thank the Gods of 
Fashion that he wasn't wearing black socks with them, too. And despite what Wallis Simpson thought, it really is 
possible to be too thin 


"Hey luv?" he said, coming downstairs. "Do you think it's warm enough for these shorts?" 


"Uh---" | was trying to think of a delicate way of putting it, but Robert Plant stepped in. 


"Pagey--" he said, shaking his head. “Put it this way: if we were on the surface of the sun, it wouldn't be 


warm enough for those shorts." 


So much for delicacy. 


It's the waiting that gets me, the waiting and not knowing, the horrible feeling that things could still go either 
way - you can hope and pray to the powers that be that they'll go the way you want - you can not allow 
yourself to think of The Other - but you still end up on tenterhooks, as they say, brooding into space, playing 
all the outcomes in your mind while you search for the one little bit, the clue, that will give you the answer 
you need. Thinking about how you'll feel when you look back, after it's all over with. Of course, by then, it will 
all seem preordained. Like you should have known it all along. And | don't like suspense. | always skip ahead to 
the last page of a book and read it, just so | know what to expect. | still like seeing how they actually got from 
point A to point B, but | don't like gearing myself up for a happy ending when there isn't going to be one. But 
there has to be a happy ending this time. There has to be. Sometime, anyway. 


Then again, | expected them to declare Bonzo dead when they got here, but they didn't. Somehow, with the 999 
operator on the line telling me how to revive someone, and me barking instructions to Jimmy, we managed to 
get him breathing again, get his heart restarted after it stopped while Jimmy was trying to blow air down his 
throat. When the medics arrived and Robert went to fetch Pat, | made him take Scarlet and JJ with him. 
Jimmy was on the verge of a meltdown, and | didn't want them to see it. He scared me that night. Contrary to 
rumors, he didn't put any part of his or my anatomy through a wall, but he still lost it, yelling and cursing and 
overturning the phone table so violently that it ended up halfway down the hall. | wasn't afraid of him - even 
if he did try to attack me, I'm stronger than he is - but | was afraid for him, terribly afraid. | don't think I'd 


ever seen him cry before that night, either. 
Oh God, Maddy - if he dies, Im never picking up a fucking guitar again! 


When the story started getting out, they erroneously reported that someone in the band had died. Everyone 
assumed it was Jimmy. It isn't hard to see why. When Neil Preston showed me the pics he'd taken at 
Knebworth, | was forced to acknowledge the obvious - Jimmy looked terrible, so pale and thin and obviously 
smacked out. It made me shudder. Contrary to what everyone seems to think, I've known about it for years. He 
actually did manage to keep it from me for close to a year and a half, but one day | came home unexpectedly 
and caught him with the needle in his arm. Maybe | should have walked out then, but he looked so helpless and 
stricken when he saw me. And besides, damn it, | love him. For a long time, it didn't seem like a problem - so 
help me, it didn't seem to affect him at all. In fact, for awhile | thought he'd stopped. It's kind of a scary 
thought that | probably don't know what he's like when he's not on drugs. 


Or maybe he's not any different? 

Its the little things - him playing Candyland with Scarlet whe she was younger, the look on his face the first 
time he saw JJ, the way the corners of his eyes crinkle up when he smiles, watching him leaning over his 
guitar, lost in some riff he's contemplating, his hair falling in his face, him onstage, enveloped in smoke and fog, 


wielding his violin bow--- 


"Maddy? Luv?" 


"Jimmy?!" | looked down, startled, and realized he was looking up at me, dazed and obviously bewildered, but 


clear-eyed. 
"What time is it?" He sat up slowly, shaking his head, then looking around. 
"I have no idea How do you feel?" | said. 


"| -- pretty good, actually." He looked at me again. "I think the worst of it's over." He put his hands over his 
face for a moment, then looked back at me, wonderingly. "I think the worst of its over with." 


Or is it just beginning? | wondered.. 

wie 

Four and a half years later: 

"Okay, five minutes!" Peter Grant yells. Onstage, the Queenies are pounding out "We Will Rock You." 
"Where's Percy?" Jonesy says, looking around. 

"Puking, probably,” Bonzo says. "Just like old times." 


Robert Plant with stage fright? Understandably. After all, this is it, the band's first live appearance in close to 
five years. It took Bob Geldolf and Live Aid to convince them to give it one more try.. 


"Great--" Jimmy says apprehensively, peeking out at the crowd. "Christians to the lions--" 
"Think of yourself as a gladiator," | say, remembering our old joke. "Gluteus Maximus." 

He gives me an incandescent smile, then kisses me. "I love you, woman" 

| pinch his butt. "Go get ‘em, Gluteus." 

"Call me Max and we have a deal," he says. 

‘lm back," Robert says, coming over. 

"About damn time," Bonzo grumbles, then winks at him as Queen winds up their set. 

"How the fuck are we going to top that?" Jonesy says. 


"Easy," Bonzo grins. 


"Darlings, we left the amps on twelve for youl" Freddie Mercury announces, making his usual grand entrance. 


"Eleven is for pussies! Maddy, darling, hello! You're here!" 

"You think I'm going anywhere without her?" Jimmy says, then looks at me. "One more kiss, luv? For luck" 
| oblige. "Not like you need it." 

"And now--" It's the announcer. "Led Zeppelin!" 


| don't think I've ever heard a crowd go quite so wild. 


